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brow. Over his right shoulder he had a scarlet cloak; and on his
head he wore a peaked hat. "With a heavy step he walked thrice-
in silence up and down the chamber; looked at the consecrated
tapers, and snuffed them that they might burn brighter. Then
he threw aside his cloak, girded on a scissor-pouch which he had
under it, produced a set of shaving-tackle, and immediately began
to whet a sharp razor on the broad strap which he wore at his
girdle.

Franz perspired in mortal agony under his coverlet; recom-
mended himself to the keeping of the Virgin; and anxiously
speculated on the object of this manoeuvre, not knowing whether
it was meant for his throat or his beard. To his comfort, the-
Goblin poured some water from a silver flask into a basin of silver,
and with his skinny hand lathered the soap into light foam ; then
set a chair, and beckoned with a solemn look to the quaking
looker-on to come forth from his recess.

Against so pertinent a sign, remonstrance was as bootless as
it is against the rigorous commands of the Grand Turk, when he
transmits an exiled vizier to the Angel of Death, the Capichi
Bashi with the Silken Cord, to take delivery of his head. The-
most rational procedure that can be adopted in this critical case,
is to comply with necessity, put a good face on a bad business,
and with stoical composure let one's throat be noosed. Franz
honoured the Spectre's order; the coverlet began to move, he
sprang sharply from his couch, and took the place pointed out to
him. on the seat. However strange this quick transition from the
uttermost terror to the boldest resolution may appear, I doubt not
but Moritz in his Psychological Journal could explain the matter
till it seemed quite natural.

Immediately the Goblin Barber tied the towel about his shiver-
ing customer; seized the comb and scissors, and clipped off his
hair and beard. Then he soaped him scientifically, first the beard,
next the eyebrows, at last the temples and the hind-head; and
shaved him from throat to nape as smooth and bald as a Death's-
head. This operation finished, he washed his head, dried it clean,
made his bow, and buttoned-up his scissor-pouch; wrapped him-
self in his scarlet mantle, and made for departing. The conse-
crated tapers had burnt with an exquisite brightness through the
whole transaction; and Franz, by the light of them, perceived in
the mirror that the shaver had changed him into a Chinese pagoda.
In secret he heartily deplored the loss of his fair brown locks; yet